THE   PLEASURES   OF
tinued the whole way to Aleppo; the harvest
becoming later as we travelled north. Where the
land was not cultivated the wild flowers were a
perfect delight, and the desert air was filled with
their sweetness. In one place the effect of these
flowers was peculiarly enchanting. As far as the
eye could see, the fields were covered with hollyhocks
of all hues, the different shades being grouped to-
gether ; thus a vast expanse of red hollyhocks would
be succeeded by a field of white ones, these again
changing to a delightful mauve. I have never any-
where seen such a wealth of wild flowers as we
saw in that so-called desert journey from Mosul to
Mardin. To try to enumerate the countless tiny
flowers of the desert would be futile ; they go very
near to rival in number and beauty the wild flowers
of Palestine. Once we were sitting in a field waiting
for our caravan, and my husband said he would see
how many different kinds of flowers he could pick
without moving. In a minute or two he had
gathered over a dozen, all within arm's reach. In
that field alone there must have been at least a
hundred varieties of flowers.
As we approached Aleppo the flowers became
scarcer, and fruit-trees took their place. One day
I was riding on the top of the pack mule, when
suddenly the animal (who had only one eye) stumbled,
and I was deposited on the ground before I realised
what had happened. Feeling rather hot and bruised,
I looked about for a place to rest in. Fortunately we
were near an orchard, so finding a delightfully shady
tree, we decided to make this our lunching-ground,
As we sat and rested ripe apricots fell from the
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